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THE CANOE SPEAKS
ON the great streams the ships may go About men's business to and fro, But I, the egg-shell pinnace, sleep On crystal waters aitkle-deep: I, whose diminutive design, Of sweeter cedar, pithier pine, Is fashioned on so frail a mould, A hand may launch, a hand withhold: I, rather, with the leaping trout Wind, among lilies, in and out; I, the unnamed, inviolate, Green, rustic rivers, navigate; My dipping paddle scarcely shake*;